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PAGE  LINB  CORRECTION.  ERHOB. 

8)  9.  well  will. 

25f  10.  meeds  meads. 

28*  1.  THREE  THEEB. 

41  12.  nor  now. 


My  College. 

Till  heart  and  brain  be  overcast 

By  the  death-shade  that  lengthens  fast, 

Thy  treasured  memory  shall  last — 

By  reflex  of  the  rainbow  span 

That  arch'd  from  boyhood  to  the  man ; 

By  glorious  dreams  when  life  began — 


By  strong  desire  to  sound  and  know 
Truth's  silent  depths  that  sleep  below 
Opinions  rocking  to  and  fro — 

By  doubts  that  wrestled  with  belief, 
Till  Faith  spake  meekly  in  her  grief, 
1  The  day  is  near,  the  night  is  brief ' — 

By  hopes  that  faded  one  by  one, 
Like  blossoms  shed  from  sun  to  sun, 
Till  youth  was  pass'd  ere  will  begun — 

By  friends  I  thought  thro'  life  to  keep, 
But  some  are  fall'n  on  noontide  sleep, 
And  some  build  homes  beyond  the  deep — 

By  him  we  laid  within  thy  fane 
The  old  man  of  a  humorous  vein, 
Who  ripen'd  thro'  a  tranquil  reign1 — 


1  Dr.  BARNES,  Master  of  Peterhouse  from  1788  to  1838. 
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By  him  who  slumbers  at  his  feet 
Wrapp'd  in  an  early  winding-sheet; 
A  kinder  heart  ne'er  ceased  to  beat2 — 

By  him  whose  touch,  to  Fancy  dear, 
Made  the  Historic  Muse  appear 
More  lovely,  looking  less  severe3 — 

By  reverence  for  the  dead  who  trod 
From  age  to  age  thy  chosen  sod, 
And  walk'd  with  Wisdom,  fearing  God- 
But,  chief, — the  Founder  of  thy  pile, 
The  Shepherd  of  the  Willow  Isle, 
Who  o'er  the  marshes  many  a  mile* 


*  Dr.  HODGSON,    who  succeeded  Dr.  Barnes  in  1838,  and 
died  in  1847. 

3  WILLIAM  SMYTH,  Professor  of  Modern  History. 

*  HUGH  DE  BALSHAM,  Bp.  of  Ely,  founded  St.  Peter's  College 
A.D.  1257.    The  Isle  of  Ely  is  said  to  be  etymologically  the 
"  Isle  of  Willows." 
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Cast  on  this  spot  a  loving  ken, 
And  bade  thee  lift  above  the  fen 
A  light  and  bell  to  wandering  men ; 

Till  kings  and  dames  in  order  stand 
To  emulate  with  heart  and  hand 
That  Shepherd  of  the  Willow  Land, 

Who  said,  'An'  be't  a  gift  divine 
To  fight  for  Christ  in  Palestine, 
Thy  crown  and  peaceful  palm  be  mine, 

My  College!' 
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TO    THE   READER. 

IF,  gentle  Reader,  I  may  chance  to  sing 
Of  kindlier  themes  than  to  the  Cell  belong, 
And  weave  into  my  rhyme-recurring  song 

Home-thoughts  and  early  sympathies,  that  cling 

About  the  soul  longliving  after  Spring 

Is  sear'd  into  deep  Summer,  let  the  wrong 
Be  castigated  by  the  critic  throng, 

Not  by  the  heart  that  answers  to  the  string ! 

By  Camus'  fountain,  loitering  in  the  shade, 
GKAY  fill'd  our  groves  with  modulated  strains, 
Falling  melodious  as  the  Rills  Hellene : 

His  lyre  is  lost,  his  cultured  art  decay'd ; 
To  moaning  winds  the  Barbiton  complains, 
'  The  Heart  alone  is  England's  Hippocrene ! ' 


INFANT   BEAUTY. 

THY  beauty  is  the  budding  of  a  flower 
That  opens  in  unconscious  loveliness, 
When  April  suns  their  broken  shafts  redress 

And  bend  the  Rainbow  on  the  fleeing  shower. 

Sweet  cherish'd  nursling  of  thy  mother's  bower, 
Thy  dimpling  cheek  laughs  out  her  wild  caress, 
Radiant,  not  blushing,  at  that  fond  excess, 

And  innocently  happy  in  thy  dower. 

What  change  awaits  thee,  unsuspecting  maid, 
When  May  shall  deck  thy  bloom  with  richer  art, 
And  some  audacious  boy,  truant  from  toil, 

Shall  bold  intrude  upon  thy  garden  shade, 
And,  promising  to  wear  thee  on  his  heart, 
Kneel  to  thee,  touch  thee,  pluck  thee,  and  so 
spoil ! 
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BEREAVEMENT. 

To  a  Mother  on  the  loss  of  her  young  dhild. 

TEN  days  have  clouded  o'er  thee, — sitting  still 
With  folded  hands  absorb'd  in  silent  woe, 
While  the  tears  rise  uncheck'd  and  overflow 

Their  cisterns,  emptied  but  again  to  fill, — 

Since  thou  didst  lift  a  cry  of  anguish  shrill 
Above  thy  dear  one  in  the  grave  laid  low, 
And  on  his  vacant  bed  didst  wildly  throw 

Thine  arms,  and  feel  the  blood  of  life  run  chill. 

I  have  not  dared  to  solace  thee  with  speech; 
The  sympathy  which  cannot  grief  beguile 
Stands  silent,  and  its  sacredness  reveres. 

Three  little  ones  still  circle  thee;  and  each 
Looks  weary  sad,  and  with  caressing  wile 
Woos  thee  to  smile  a  little  thro'  thy  tears! 
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BOYS  AND   GIRLS. 

Partly  suggested  by  Schiller's  lines,    "  FOOT  Madchen  reisst  sich  stolz 
der  Knabe." 

THE  boy  breaks  proudly  from  the  girl  away, 
Her  timid  graces  rudely  thrust  aside, 
And  seeks  companionship  in  conscious  pride 

With  fellow-heirs  of  manhood's  lordly  sway: 

Then,  far  from  the  paternal  fields  astray, 
Impetuous  rushes  on  a  world  untried; 
Dares,  suffers,  wins, — and  home  in  late  spring-tide 

Returns,  a  stranger,  after  long  delay. 

The  blooming  maiden  meets  him  with  delight 
In  the  full  glory  of  his  youth's  display: 

He  stands  abash'd  and  troubled  at  her  sight, 

His  strength  is  weakness  and  her  weakness  might, 
Her  timid  graces,  crown'd  with  wreaths  of  May, 

Avenge  in  loveliness  their  early  slight. 
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THE    SCHOOL-BOY. 

Advantages  of  Public  Schools. 

WHILE  buds  the  daughter  in  the  mother's  shade, 
A  timely  shelter'd,  tendril-twining  flower, 
Till  she  is  meet  to  reign  in  her  own  bower 

In  the  fall  bloom  of  womanhood  array'd, 

The  hardier  school-boy  quits  his  native  glade 
To  learn  by  many  a  spirit-stirring  hour 
The  temper'd  rights  of  individual  power, 

Leaning  among  his  fellows  on  self-aid. 

His  play-ground  is  the  world  in  miniature, 
Where  Nature  teaches  more  than  learned  art: 
The  good  and  evil  of  our  human  heart, 

Which  proud  and  cautious  manhood  hides  secure, 
Bare-breasted  boyhood  frankly  shall  impart, 

And  teach  and  learn  a  lore  that  shall  endure. 


RARE   EXCEPTIONS. 

THY  mournful  shade,  meek  Cowper !  seems  to  plead 
For  tender  hearts  exempt  from  vulgar  rule, 
That  crushed  beneath  the  tyranny  of  school 

Break  once  and  irremediably  bleed! 

Home  is  the  nursery  of  the  invalid 
Moral  or  physical.     The  Tripod-stool, 
That  keeps  no  name  inscribed  of  dunce  or  fool, 

To  lonely  Genius  grants  eternal  meed. 

And  Piety  no  less  selects  her  few, 

Meet  for  the  saintly  crown,  from  homes  recluse 
Fenced  round,  like  Eden,  lest  the  world  entice: 

As  most  she  brands  the  graceless  truants  who, 
From  Eden  homes  of  innocence  let  loose, 
Rush  down  the  paths  of  inexperienced  Vice. 
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THE   FIRST   JOURNEY. 

i 

A  Picnic  Bout-rimfe. 

• 

NEXT  to  first  love,  but  longo  mtewatto, 
To  youth  or  maiden  is  the  joy  ecstatic, 
That  wings  them  bounding  o'er  the  bright  Aquatic, 

Heart-full  of  new-born  hopes  unfledged  and  callow. 

Fresh  from  the  schools  and  left  to  nature  fallow, 
Their  soul  drinks  in  the  sunshine ;  and  erratic 
They  chase  wild  pleasure  with  a  zest  venatic, 

As  doubles  on  the  butterfly  the  swallow. 

Light  rings  the  laughter,  tho'  the  wit  be  shallow; 
Hearty  good-humour  needs  no  seasoning  Attic: 
They  see — like   Turner — heaven  and  earth  pris- 
matic : 

And  their  hearts'  heart  shall  in  remembrance  hallow 
That  bright  first  journey  with  its  joys  emphatic, 

Next  to  first  love,  but  longo  intervallo. 
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THE   FRESHMAN. 

FRIENDSHIPS  that  spring  in  haste  and  long  endure, 
The  life-leagues  of  an  evening,  promptly  sealed 
With  one  frank  confidence  that  set  revealed 

The  accord  of  souls  whose  sympathies  are  sure — 

Misgiving,  studious  of  the  step  secure 
Of  resolute  Experience — Hopes  concealed 
Behind  fair  Modesty's  defensive  shield, 

Holding  their  breath  from  "Victory"  premature — 

Thirst  for  the  race  beyond  the  glittering  prize, — 
And  generous  instincts  that  ambitious  burn 
To  accomplish  something  good  or  fair  or  great, 

(Not  without  memory  of  tearful  eyes 

That  shall  smile  sunshine  on  thy  proud  return) — 
These  seal  thy  Pass  at  Alma  Mater's  gate. 
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CHOICE  OF  A   PROFESSION. 

WHO  weds  his  firstborn  to  the  servile  yoke 
Of  an  unkindly  Calling,  in  despite 
Of  outraged  Genius,  vindicates  the  right 

To  immolate  his  offspring  at  a  stroke 

On  mammon's  shrine  beneath  the  imposing  cloak 
Of  patriarchal  wisdom ;  and  the  blight 
That  mildews  expectation  shall  requite 

His  deed,  which  no  repentance  may  revoke. 

The  indignant  youth,  chafing  thro'  angry  tears, 
Wears  out  his  heart,  till  all  emotions  cease 
In  sordid  prudence  passionless  and  cold ; 

As  ill-match'd  couples  after  stormy  years 
Subside  into  indifference  and  peace, 

Betrothed  reluctant  for  the  love  of  gold. 
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THE   SWEEP'S  EMANCIPATION. 

To  a  young  Sweep  who  was  promised  promotion  from  the  Chimney  to  be  Waiter 
at  a  Public-house. 

THOU  merry  Fosterchild  of  soot  and  ashes! 

Clean-wash'd  and  trim  thou  shalt  be  taught  to  read 
How  Mulciber,  thy  patron,  with  lame  speed — 

When  Jove  grew  dang'rous,  and  defiant  flashes 

Shot  from  beneath  boopian  Juno's  lashes — 

Won  all  to  smiles.     The  Cyprian  laugh'd  indeed 
While  bridling  Juno  made  her  proud  lips  bleed 

To  see  how  he  the  sparkling  nectar  splashes ! 

So  thou  who  knowest  no  ingenuous  art, 

Trained  only  with  the  Magpie  to  cry  "  Sweep !" 
Shalt  prompt  good  humour ;  and  when  quarrels 
breed 

Discreetly  act  a  feud-appeasing  part, 

In  frothy  cascades  make  the  liquor  leap, 
And  hand  the  graceful  cup  of  Ganymede ! 
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COQUETRY. 

STAY,  panting  youth,  and  let  the  butterfly 

Flit  where  she  will!     Her  soft  decoying  sighs, 
Her  pretty  waywardness,  her  clear  bright  eyes 

That  hold  thy  gaze  in  long  captivity, 

Will  lead  thee  a  far  chase  beneath  the  sky, 
And  leave  thee,  when  the  fickle  fancy  flies, 
To  look  on  a  blank  world  without  disguise, 

Thy  good  to  seek,  thy  better  chance  gone  by. 

So  skims  the  swallow  o'er  the  Serpentine 

Before  the  sunset  when  the  winds  are  South: 
The  Puppy  of  Cocaigne  delights  to  follow, 

Bounding  along  the  shore  with  yelp  and  whine; 
Now  she  drops,  whistling,  just  into  his  mouth, 
Then   makes   a  brilliant   cusp   with — Catch   a 
Swallow ! 
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TO  A   YOUNG  AND   DISPUTATIOUS 
SCEPTIC. 

THOU  hast  not  aught  discovered,  but  betrayed 
The  secret  buried  in  a  wise  man's  breast : 
The  twilight  is  but  twilight  to  the  best, 

And  Phantoms  walk,  which  never  spell  hath  laid. 

We  too  have  had  our  doubts,  and  been  afraid ; 
And  'neath  the  nightmare  of  our  dread  unrest 
Sweated  and  wrestled  thro'  the  night  unblest 

With  the  gigantic  Shadow  of  a  Shade! 

FAITH  is  the  wedded  Helpmate  of  our  soul; 
And  if,  in  Jealousy's  suspicious  vein, 

We  quarrelled  to  live  with  her  or  without, 

Our  hot  blood  has  cooled  down  to  Time's  control ; 
The  doubt  no  miracle  has  rendered  plain, 
But  our  first  love  is  dearer  than  our  doubt. 
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YOUTHFUL  AMBITION. 

As  the  spur  lends  no  sinew  to  the  steed, 
Mettled  Ambition,  by  delusive  Hope 
Flattered  as  Genius  and  the  power  to  cope 

With  stern  assays  thro'  which  the  strong  succeed, 

Falters,  perchance,  midway,  and  slackens  speed 
Upon  the  stony  and  continuous  slope 
That  mounts  to  Honor's  fane;   whose  portals  ope 

On  craggy  heights  that  frown  o'er  Pleasure's  mead. 

Yet  blest  Ambition!   that  with  aim  august, 
Feeling  the  blood  of  youth  within  her  stir, 
Offers  ungrudging  all  she  has — and  more ! 

Without  her,  Genius  grovels  in  the  dust 

Battening  with  dulness,  and  the  dull  thro'  her 
Win  no  mean  prize — the  wisdom  of  self-lore. 
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SENIOR  WRANGLER, 

THE  custom  stands  of  immemorial  years — 
When  Alma  Mater  decks  her  favourite  son 
With  her  fair  crown  of  Honor,  fairly  won, 

In  the  assembled  presence  of  his  peers, 

The  deed  they  ratify  with  triple  cheers, 
That  in  the  spirit's  ear-cell  burst  in  one 
Spontaneous  irrepressible  '  Well  done !' 

Uttered  in  sounds  that  Albion  only  hears ! 

And  tho'  Refinement  with  progressive  sway 
Render  the  sense  more  exquisitely  nice 
To  judge  the  dissonance  of  ruder  tongues, 

Long  live  the  years  when  we  have  passed  away, 
Ere  Granta's  sons,  decorous  to  a  vice, 

Lose  the  prescriptive  rights  of  freeborn  lungs ! 
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ORDINARY  DEGREES. 

How  bravely  bound  the  pulses  of  the  free, 
(Their  battling  with  tempestuous  billows  o'er) 
Seated  in  safety  on  a  tranquil  shore 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  their  proud  degree ! 

These  from  the  topmost  bough  of  Honor's  tree 
Gathered  their  garlands;  those  have  asked  no  more 
Than  to  be  written  with  the  laurel'd  corps, 

That  lead  the  van  of  Granta's  chivalry. 

Nor  less  their  parsley-crowns  they  wear  elate, 
Who  wrestled  for  the  meAds  of  meaner  worth. 

Happy !   who  passes  thro'  the  Athenian  gate ! 
Happy!   who  only  thro'  the  postern  slips! 
Thrice  happy !    whom  the  gossips  at  his  birth 

Found  with  the  omen'd  ladle  in  his  lips! 


SEPARATION. 

AND  yet  how  sad  the  parting  once  for  all, 
Never,  ah!   nevermore  to  meet  again! 
The  finer  ties  of  friendship  shall  retain 

Their  life  with  ours,  whatever  lot  befall : 

But  the  years  change,  and  never  may  recall 
Those  welcome  faces,  and  the  genial  train 
That  left  some  mem'ries,  each  in  his  own  vein, 

To  endear  the  grove,  the  chambers,  and  the  Hall! 

Pass  round  from  hand  to  hand  the  Silver  Bowl, 
Touching  the  rim  with  lips  of  brotherhood 
To  the  remembrance  of  the  years  departed! 
No  light  discourse,  but  sympathies  deep-hearted 
Hold  us  till  midnight!   ere  the  dawn  intrude 

Shake  hands  and  part  in  fulness  of  our  soul ! 
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'PLUCKED.' 

No  "alter'd  eye"  upbraid  him,  who  returns 
Hope-wreck'd  and  sad  from  disappointed  vows, 
Nor  pride  contract  upon  paternal  brows 

Darkly  resentful  of  a  blot  that  burns! 

The  least  expert  Philosophy  discerns 

Mischance  from  Wrong.  Whom  Nature  less  endows 
She  shames  not  for  her  thrift,  but  place  allows 

To  all,  and  none  of  her  own  children  spurns. 

But  chiefly  thou,  fair  maiden,  who  didst  smile 
A  bright  farewell  upon  the  youth  elate, 
Waving  a  far-seen  hand  in  parting  sign, 
Smile  still,  nor  be  the  censor's  wrinkles  thine ! 

Thy  dower  is  Pity,  skilful  to  beguile 

Dark  thoughts,  and  pallid  Hope  reanimate. 


28 


M.A.   DEGREES. 

THEEE  summers  fled,  a  remnant  shall  return, 
And  read  upon  the  lintels  once  their  own 
Names  unfamiliar,  and  a  crowd  unknown 

Shall  pass  them  with  incurious  unconcern* 

So  soon  the  lots  are  changed  in  Granta's  urn, 
To  all  the  winds  in  wide  dispersion  strown! 
Who  lingers  in  her  shade  shall  stand  alone 

At  noontide,  and  for  lost  companions  yearn. 

But  now  the  assembled  few  imbibe  the  charm 
Of  old  remembrances,  and  breathe  an  air 
Fragrant  of  youthful  joys  too  early  shed! 

While  one,  with  a  young  bride  upon  his  arm, 
Whisp'ring  defames  in  flattering  compare 
The  chrysalis  half-life  of  years  unwed. 
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SADDER   THAN   PARTING. 

SADDER  than  parting  is  to  meet  again 

One  who  from  hope  has  fallen,  when  youth's  sheen 
Is  dimm'd  and  tarnish'd,  and  his  alter'd  mien 

Wears  the  deep  lines  of  turmoil  and  of  pain, 

And  lips,  once  light  with  laughter-peals^  complain 
Of  the  world's  wrong,  in  bitterness  of  spleen 
Scorning  what  is  and  shall  be  and  has  been, 

Holding  one  only  creed — that  All  is  vain ! 

And  he  remembers  every  darker  lot 

That  fell  upon  our  equals: — who  in  fame 

Is  wreck'd,  in  fortune  who,  and  him  who  won 

ALICE,  the  county's  pride ;  and  now  a  blot 
Blisters  his  life,  and  her  dishonour'd  name 
They  whisper  not  in  presence  of  his  son ! 
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REFLECTION  ON  THE   PRECEDING. 

WHEN  GOD  smites  none  may  answer!  but  the  most 
Of  human  ills  by  human  culture  grow, 
And  hands  that  scatter  seeds  of  folly,  mow 

Nettles  with  fretted  fingers.     Of  the  host 

In  youth  disparting,  that  exultant  post 

Each  to  his  Land  of  Promise,  few,  I  trow, 
Who  chart  and  compass  with  good  freightage  stow, 

Make  shipwreck  on  Mischance's  unmapp'd  coast. 

The  Court,  the  Parliament,  the  fields  of  strife, 
The  bar,  the  pulpit, — all,  their  witness  raise, 
That  youth's  full  blossom  sets  in  timely  fruit: 
Nor  theirs  the  least,  who  change  not  their  pursuit, 

But  lingering  with  fair  Science,  wed  for  life 
The  chosen  playmate  of  their  boyish  days. 
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HONORS   AND   FAME. 

WHOM  Honor  names  her  favorites,  espouse 

Her  cause  till  death,  and  thirst  for  noble  praise, 
And,  led  by  Genius,  tempt  the  arduous  ways 

That  climb  to  the  far  goal  of  heaven-pledg'd  vows. 

Or  else — before  the  world  she  disallows 

Her  early  choice,  and  with  contemptuous  gaze 
Withers  the  laurels  of  alumnal  days 

That  linger  unreplaced  on  manly  brows. 

So  stands  She  in  the  outer  courts  of  Fame 

Erasing  from  her  tablets  many  a  name, 

That  sanguine  Hope  too  hastily  wrote  down: 

Long  years  must  pass  laborious  ere  she  calls 

A  chosen  few  into  her  inner  Halls, 
To  the  Valhalla  of  secure  renown. 
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FELLOWSHIPS. 

HONOR,  that  grants  her  bright  imperial  Star 

To  few,  to  many  gives  her  golden  chain; 

Who  gird  their  loins  to  follow  in  her  train, 
Won  by  its  glittering  promise  from  afar. 
Home  they  forswear,  and  hearth,  and  household  Lar, 

And  bind  the  heart  in  bondage  to  the  brain; 

Till  Bessy  or  Belinda  snaps  the  skein, 
Expert  the  Founder's  purposes  to  mar. 
A  few  stand  faithful  as  Helvetian  guards 

To  their  liege  Bishop,  Dowager,  or  King; 

Serving  severer  Truth  with  love  profound 
For  her  own  sake,  unheedful  of  rewards: 

These  from  their  lonely  windows  sometimes  fling 
Bright  rays  of  light  upon  the  darkness  round. 
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POLITICS. 

ANON  the  brazen  blast  of  party  war 

Rouses  the  Squires  and  Curates  of  the  land 
To  gather  in  hot  haste,  and  make  a  stand 

For  Church  and  State, — in  danger  evermore 

From  every  novel  broom  that  sweeps  the  floor, 
Or  mars  Arachne's  fly-nets,  featly  spann'd 
Upon  the  leafy  friezes:   here  a  band 

Would  all  demolish,  and  there  all  restore. 

As  moves  the  world  for  ever,  some  move  on 
With  it  unconsciously  in  guise  of  rest; 
Some  travel  eastward  to  the  rising  light, 

Hastening  with  joyous  steps  to  meet  the  dawn ; 

And  some,  averse  from  sunshine  and  unblest, 

Follow  their  own  dark  shadows  into  night. 
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SERVILE  IMITATION. 

NAY,  let  the  Past  be  past!   nor  make  a  din 
Of  your  elaborate  science  to  restore 
The  things  departed  as  they  were  before ! 

What  God  has  ended,  let  not  man  begin! 

The  years  roll  on  futurity  to  win. 

The  golden  Age  invoked  returns  no  more, 
Its  promise  brightens  on  a  better  shore, 

Eden  expels,  and  Heaven  invites  thee  in! 

That  innocent  simplicity  of  youth 
Is  affectation  in  man's  mould  recast; 

Homer's  "white  milk"  in  our  Swains'  mouths 
is  whey: 

Mere  manner'd  Art  wants  all  things,  wanting  truth ; 
And  fond  rejuvenescence  of  the  past 
Is  Nature's  second  childhood  and  decay! 
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THEOLOGICAL  SPECULATION. 

After  reading  Maurice  on  Eternal  Punishments, 

IP  with  the  Persian  I  had  once  confessed 
The  Dual  Principles  of  good  and  ill, 
Then  morn  and  eve  my  prayer  had  been  '  Thy  will 
In  Heaven  and  Earth  be  done!   o'er  all  the  rest 
Let  Evil  reign,  and  with  her  brood  unblest 
Hold  the  Third  Bealm  of  Nature,  and  fulfil 
Cycles  of  wide  misrule,  confounding  still 
With  madder  lawlessness  her  mad  behest!' 
But  Thee  in  heaven  Supreme,  in  Hades  Thee, 
And  Thee  on  earth  we  praise;  the  Triple  Crown 
Thou  wearest  with  the  sceptre  and  the  sword! 
Therefore  the  Angel  of  the  Fatal  Key1 

At  Hell-gate  answers  for  his  Lord's  renown, 
Keeping  with  wings  composed  eternal  ward. 

1  Rev.  xx,  1. 
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BENEDICK    MARRIED. 

THY  pleasantries  were  breakers  on  the  reef 
Of  custom,  rolling  in  from  far  unrest 
And  the  deep  heaving  of  an  anxious  breast 

That  broke  into  light  spray  for  mere  relief. 

Their  distant  voice  I  hearkened — '  Youth  is  brief, 
And  life  is  life  when  heart  to  heart  is  pressed, 
And  man  attains  the  meetness  to  be  blessed 

By  sympathies  of  gladness  and  of  grief.' — 

We  all  have  felt  that  weakness,  who  have  flown 
To  wit's  defence  or  fancy's  bright  disguise, 
And  sped  among  our  kind  the  sportive  shaft: 
But  our  heart  bled  in  secret  while  they  laugh'd  j 
And  playful  dust  we  threw  in  others'  eyes 

Only  to  hide  the  tear-drops  in  our  own! 
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TO  WED   OR  NOT  TO  WED. 

TILL  the  years  culminate  on  seven  times  seven, 

To  wed  or  not  to  wed  is  still  the  cry; 

And  still  the  sentence  grandly  in  the  sky 
Stands  written,  'Marriages  are  made  in  heaven!' 
For  as  some  saints  have  died  at  last  unshriven, 

So  men  that  have  both  loved  and  won  love,  die 

Predestinate  to  lone  celibacy — 
Not  all  unblest  nor  hopelessly  heart-riven. 
The  saddest  art  repining  Age  invented 

To  quarrel  with  the  lot  that  Heaven  has  sent 

Is  to  rake  up  contingencies  misspent 
For  a  true  title  to  be  discontented. 

The  querulous,  unwedded,  may  repent, 
But,  wedded,  he  would  surely  have  repented ! 
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WOUNDED  STRENGTH. 

IP  sorrow  feed  upon  thy  manly  heart, 

And  fret  and  fray  the  nerves  of  living  power, 
My  soul  shall  grieve  for  thee  that  trying  hour: 

Thine  is  the  Doer's  not  the  Sufferer's  part. 

The  sons  of  Anak  scorn  the  petty  smart 
Of  common  ills:   if  Grief  their  heart  devour, 
All  uninured  to  suffer  or  to  cower, 

They  burst  into  one  outbreak — and  depart! 

Only  the  weak  are  strong  in  woe:   their  life 
Water'd  with  tears  revives  to  late  relief; 
Theirs  is  the  patient  love  that  suffers  long. 

But  awful  is  the  dark  unyielding  strife 

When  Sorrow's  Angel  at  the  fords  of  grief 
Withers  the  sinews,  wrestling  with  the  strong! 
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\ 
CONTINUED. 

(Genesis  xxxii.  and  xxxiii.) 

— WITHEES  the  strength  but  blesses  ere  he  go. 
The  mortal  wrestler  rises  from  that  night 
A  'Prince  of  God'  begirt  with  heavenly  might; 

The  morning  opens  on  the  Vale  of  Woe 

Serenely  fair,  the  wasted  fords  are  low; 
The  dear  ones  he  put  from  him  greet  his  sight, 
The  broken  bonds  of  brotherhood  unite, 

Life  is  newborn,  and  earth  without  a  foe! 

The  Hero  and  the  Patriarch  part  in  peace 
Never  to  meet  again: — that  to  the  land 

Of  proud  self-will,  oppressing  and  oppressed; 

This,  with  his  staff  of  pilgrimage  in  hand, 
To  meads  of  Promise  where  the  wicked  cease 
From  troubling  and  the  weary  are  at  rest! 
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VACATION— BENEFITS  OF  TRAVEL. 

THEY  who  love  best  the  homestead  of  their  birth, 
And  dear  affections  plant  and  cultivate, 
Build  up  the  staple  virtues  of  the  State, 

And  save  their  Fatherland  from  moral  dearth. 

Yet  they  too  serve,  nor  lose  their  labor's  worth, 
Who  mingling  with  the  nations  circulate 
Thro'  the  world's  life-warm  veins,  for  ancient  hate, 

The  human  kindness  that  brings  peace  on  earth. 

The  sympathies  that  gather  race  to  race, 
Like  to  th'  inipalpate  bonds  invisible 

That  hold  the  spheres  in  heavenly  sisterhood, 

Intensify  themselves  with  lessening  space; 

While  hearts  are  changed  in  distance,  and  repel 
The  stranger,  with  contempt  of  alien  blood. 
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DANGER  AT  SEA. 

GOD  of  all  spirits,  when  my  sands  are  run, 
Grant  me  to  gather  up  this  mortal  frame 
To  slumber  in  the  dust  from  whence  I  came 

In  mine  own  land  beneath  an  English  sun! 

Not  that  I  doubt  but  when  the  years  had  spun 
Tune's  perfect  clue,  thy  summons  would  reclaim 
My  scatter'd  wrecks,  and  call  me  by  my  name 

From  utter  dissolution  to  be  one; — 

But  lay  me  gentle,  if  the  boon  may  be, 

Among  my  kindred,  where  shall  fall  the  tear 
With  handfuls  of  light  earth  upon  my  bed; 

Now  in  the  womb  of  the  unfathomed  sea 
Suspended,  let  me  thro'  the  darkness  hear 
The  dreary  dirge  of  waters  overhead ! 
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DAY  IN  THE  MOUNTAINS. 

ALL  day  we  travelled  leaning  on  our  staff, 

And  climb'd  far  heights  and  leapt  the  mountain 

spray, 
And  took  Mishap's  espi&gleries  in  play, 

Eluding  danger  with  triumphant  laugh. 

At  sunset  we  grew  serious,  and  did  quaff 

Sublimer  joy,  and  watched  the  peaks  pourtray 
Their  dark  forms  on  the  amber  skirts  of  day, 

And  breath'd  the  breath  of  gods  in  joy's  behalf. 

But  when  the  stars  were  lit  up  thro'  the  vault 
Of  darkling  heaven,  we  scantly  made  reply 
One  to  another,  and  were  nigh  to  tears: 

Sense,  reason,  feeling,  being  seemed  at  fault, 
Absorbed,  and  gathered  to  the  mystery 

Of  Nature's  worship  whispering  thro'  the  spheres ! 
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MOONLIGHT  IN  THE  PYKENEES. 

THE  Land  of  Mountains  sleeps  in  silver  light 
Before  me;   and  o'er  all  the  glorious  scene 
Hesper's  bright  sentinel  keeps  watch  serene 
Above  the  glacial  Pic.     With  radiance  dight 
Where  the  Moon  walks,  the  meaner  stars  of  night 
Withdraw  before  the  effulgence  of  their  Queen: 
She  moving  thro'  the  Peaks  with  changeful  mien 
Slowly  ascends  the  pure  empyreal  height. 
When  the  soul  rises  equal  to  the  bliss 
To  talk  with  Nature  thro'  a  night  like  this, 

They  whisper  nothing  of  their  l  lost  estate' : 
Listening  angelic  harps  thro'  light  and  shade, 
They  join  the  eternal  song  to  Him  who  made 
The  world  so  beautiful,  and  man  so  great! 
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SCHOLEFIELD. 

On  hearing  of  the  late  Prof,  Scholefield's  interment  at  Hastings  where  he  died, 

WHILE  candidates  for  a  celebrious  name 

Inflate  their  good  deeds  with  pretentious  puff, 
Thro'  noisy  trumpets  blowing  blasts,  enough 

To  swell  to  soufflee  unsubstantial  fame, 

SCHOLEFIELD  toiled  on  his  way  for  no  acclaim, 
Faithful  and  firm  and  fearless  of  rebuff, 
Standing  his  friend  by  when  the  day  was  rough, 

And  strong  of  purpose  thro'  applause  and  blame. 

This  Age  shall  miss  his  stern  sincerity; 
And  Vanity — the  still  reproof  of  him 

Whose  Virtues  wore  no  wreath,    to    self-love 
strange. 

In  death  unostentatious,  by  the  sea 

They  buried  him  with  strangers,  on  the  rim 
Of  the  great  deep  awaiting  better  change! 
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SMYTH. 

As  for  an  Epitaph  on  the  late  Professor  Smyth. 

HERE  SMYTH  was  laid  by  mild  Euthanasy; 
Who  in  the  pensive  morning  of  his  days, 
Ere  the  world  woke  to  high-resounding  lays, 
Fill'd  the  still  air  with  plaintive  melody:1 
Then  trod,  at  noon,  the  path  of  History, 

And  taught  young  hearts  to  glow  at  Virtue's  praise 
And  Freedom's — unimpassion'd  at  the  blaze 
Of  gorgeous  crime  and  splendid  tyranny.2 
When  Age  fell  on  him  and  the  spirit's  flame 
Fitfully  flutter'd  striving  to  ascend, 

He  closed  the  chronicle  of  kings  that  die, 
And  with  a  wise  and  elevated  aim 

The  lamp  of  life  did  burn  out  to  the  end 
Over  the  Book  that  points  beyond  the  sky!3 


1  "English  Lyrics,"  begun  in  1793. 

2  Lectures  on  Modern  History  and  the  French  Revolution. 

3  Evidences  of  Christianity,  184-5. 
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LINES 

To  C.  G.  C.  upon  his  resigning  his  Fellowship  early  and  taking  a  wife, 

WELL  hast  thou  done  to  tear  away 
Thy  youth  from  an  unyielding  soil, 

Where  roots  and  tendrils  day  by  day 

Lengthening,  the  strength  of  manhood  foil — 

Transplanted  to  a  genial  clime 

While  life  is  in  its  vernal  prime. 

Joy  could  I  wish  thee!  but  in  showers 
Joy  comes  like  blossoms  of  the  May. 

Till  moons  shall  wane,  the  circling  hours 
Are  golden  all  by  night  and  day! 

So  may  thy  moons  that  later  rise 

Fill  their  bright  horns  thro'  cloudless  skies ! 
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God's  blessing  dwell  with  thee  and  thine ! 

And  be  thy  grace-cup  filled  by  Him 
Who  changed  the  water  into  wine 

Crowning  the  vases  to  the  brim; 
And,  hallowing  the  joy,  increased 
The  gladness  of  the  bridal  feast ! 

For  me — we  find  not  what  we  planned! 
The  die  of  a  fore-ordered  fate 

Is  cast  forth  by  a  Mightier  Hand, 

• 

That  bids  us  stand  aside  and  wait 
To  take  the  part,  desired  or  not, 
Of  our  inevitable  lot. 

Else  had  I  gladly  sought  with  thee 
The  living  bond,  the  warm-sealed  vow, 

While  the  Spring  sap  was  in  the  tree 
And  promise  budded  on  the  bough, 

Nor  lingering  till  the  blood  grows  dry 

Heart-seared  and  solitary  die ! 
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